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To come and go, and come again,

Returning like the pewit,
And watch'd by silent gentlemen,

That trifle with the cruet.

Live long-, ere from thy topmost head

The thick-set hazel dies ;
Long, ere the hateful crow shall tread

The corners of thine eyes :
Live long, nor feel in head or chest

Our changeful equinoxes.,
Till mellow Death, like some late guest,

Shall call thes from the boxes.

But when he calls, and thou shalt cease

To pace the gritted floor,
And, laying down an unctuous lease

Of life, shalt earn no more;
No carved cross-bones, the types of Deatb,

Shall show thee past to Heaven :
But carved cross-pipes, and, underneath?

A pint-pot, neatly graven.

TO

AFTER READING A LIFE AND LETTERS
* Cursed be he that moves my bones.'
Shakespeare's Epitaph.
You might have won the Poet's name,
If such be worth the winning now,
And gain'd a laurel for your brow
Of sounder leaf than I can claim ;
But you tave made the wiser choice,
A life that moves to gracious ends
Thro* troops of unrecording friends,
A deedful life, a silent voice :